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| Spring Play 
Makes Progress 


and 


*“*Bell, Book, 
John Van 
ted comedy of modern witchcraft 


Candle,’’ 


Druten’s  sophistica- 


was 


° 


a serious 


is in rehearsal now. It 


Originally written as 


play, but the first act, as han- 
dled by the first cast, so a- 
“mused the audiences that the 


entire play was rewritten to its 


present form. On_ seeing it, 
one asks the question ‘‘Hov 
bewitching is a witch?’’ and 


“tHow~ far does witchcraft go?’’ 
The main character, played by 
part 
He 
who finds himself 


the 


ested 


is played by Don Barr. 
tip sy 


tangled up 


is a rather author 


in plot by being inter 
and. modern 


Don 


very 
tem- 


in witches 
in 
be 


in 


witchcraft general. 


seems. to doing a 


good job portraying 


permental Sidney Redlitch. It 
suspected that he 


is was 


type-cast... 


fa 


Monterey, California 


April 24, 1953 


Above is the Monterey Peninsula chorus of 80 voices which presented its annual concert_at the Carmel 
Mission Sunday, April 12. The chorus, under the leadership of Dr. Harvey Marshall, sang The Psalm of 


Work-Day Play-Day Held 


‘David. 


barbara Glover is a _ young 


woman who possesses many 


She de 
them toward a 
young man, played by Rich 
DuBrau. Miss Glover 


with quite a 


mysterious powers. 


cides to use 
is an 
bit of 
handles 
Holroyd 
Queenie, 
light 
that 
goes Her 
part is played by Marilyn Rein- 
stedt, the understuly 
Lillian The 


for an understanding of character 


ard 
actress 
experience, and 
the Gillian 
quite capably. Her aunt, 


stage 
part of 
suc. a 
all 


into a character role. 


an elderly witch, 


and aity person with 


and is 


calls 


Lee. part 


toles in general, and Miss Rein- 


stedt certainly has that. Another 
character part is that of the fe- 


male lead’s brother, Nicky Hol- 


royd. He is played by Ron 
Sherriffs and understudied by 
Dan Adams. Nicky is also a 
witch but ‘‘when they’re men, 
you call them warlocks,’’ we 
are told by the script. He is 
the mischievous character who 


stage crew consists of Sally 
‘Reichard, props; Janet McFail 
make-up; Julie Mayer, prompter; 


likes to get into things. Most 
sophomores will remember Ron 
Sherriffs in last year’s produc- 
tion of “The Taming of the 
Shrew.’ 
Mrs. Marjorie Hayne,  direc-. 
tor and faculty advisor, is 
contemplating doing a show 
with the understudy cast. 


The production crew are the 


people who usually do a big 
little recogni- 


job with very 


tion. 


Ron Sherriffs 
but 


is 
also. de- 
Chuck 


and 


The versatile 
not only acting, 


signing the entire. set. 


Easton is stage manager, 


Bob Weeks is his* assistant The 


and Floyd Adams, stage hand. 


Mr. Chapman: Here’s the _infor- 
mation you’ve been waiting for. 
HER HUSBAND JS’ LEAVING 
FOR NEW YORK ON MAY 8th. 


The annual work-play day of 


the Monterey Peninsula College, 
sponsored by the Hogans and 
AWS, was held April 22, The 


moming was devoted to general 
cleanup around the campus and 


each department was assigned 


to a specific locale. 


When the work was done, the 
afternoon was devoted to inter 
departmental competition, com 


PTA Le RIO OER ON eR 


Bis 


sisting of relays, a tug of war, 
and other games. 

The day’s activities ended with 
volleyball and softball 
and another of those outstanding 
‘steak ‘dinners. The grand finale 


was the dance in the student un- 


games, 


ion. 

(El Yanqui went to press just 
as the work-play day was being 
held,. so a special edition will 


be issued next week.) 


— 


To open the door to neatness, 
Richard DuBrau says, ‘‘Wear Bud 
Giles Clothes.”’ i 


BUD GILES 
MEN’S WEAR 


217 Forest Ave. — Pacific Grove 
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Let’s Eat Cake 


A cake sale, for the benefit of the Korean Orphanage 
Drive is being planned for April 21 in the Student Union. 
The Alpha Gamma Sigma and the Music Federation are 
joining to sponsor the drive this month. With the money 
from the cake sale, soap and detergents will be bought 
for the orphanage which the Interclub council has adopted. 
We have helped feed the helped to 
clothe them, now it is up to us to help keep them clean 
and healthy. Let’s all pitch in and eat cake, so the or- 
phans can keep clean. 


we have 


orphans, 


Magnuson at Bat 


It looked extremely rocky for the Lobo nine that day; 
The score stood two to four, with but an inning left to play. 
So when Bowen died at second and Melton did the same, 


A pallor wreathed the features of the patrons of the game. 


The straggling few got up to go leaving there the team 
With that hope which, springs eternal within the human bean. 
For the thought: ‘“‘If only Mag could get a wack at that,’’ 


They’d put even money now, with Magnuson at the bat. 


But Simms preceeded Mag, and likewise so did Bill, 
The former was determined and the latter out to kill. 
So on the stricken ball park a deathlike silence sat; 
For there seemed but little chance of Mag’s getting to the bat. 


But Simms let drive a : 


‘““single,’? to the wonderment of all, 
And the much-surprised Daniels ‘‘tore the cover off the ball.’’ 
And when the dust had lifted, and they saw what had occured, 


There was Daniels safe at second, and Simms a-huggin’ third. 


Then from the coach and from the team went up a joyous yell 
It rumbled in» the mountaintops, it echoed give’em the works. 
It struck upon the hillside and rebounded on the flat, 


For Denny; Mighty Denney, was advancing to the bat. 


There was ease in Denny’s manner as he stepped into his place, 
There was pride..in Denny’s bearing and a smile on Denny’s face; 
And when responding to the cheers he lightly doffed his hat, 


No member of the team could doubt ’twas Magnuson at bat. 


Twenty four eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt, 
About a dozen tongues spoke when he wiped them on his shirt; 
Then when the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip, 


Defiance glanced in Denny’s eye, a sneer curled Denny’s lip. 


And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air, 
And Denny stood a-watching it, in haughty grandeur there. 

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped, 

“That ain’t my style,’’ said Denny. ‘‘Strike one,’’ the umpire said. 


From the benches, where sat the team, there was a muffled roar, 
Like the beating of the storm waves on the stern and distant shore 
“Kill him, kill the umpire,’’ shouted Tidwell on the stand; 
And it’s likely He’d have killed him had’ not Denny raised his 

hand. 
With a smile of Christian charity geat Magnuson’s visage shone; 
He stilled the rising tumult, he made the game go on; 
He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the spheroid flew; 


. . . . e¢ . 9? 
But Denny still ignored it, and the umpire said, ‘Strike two! 


‘"Fraud,’? cried Coach Tidwell, and the echo answered ‘‘Fraud.”’ 


Denny and the maddened coach was 


But one scornful look from 
awed. 


they saw his muscles 


They sawhis face grow stern and cold, 
strain, 


And they knew that Denny wouldn’t let that ball go by again. 
see p. 8 


ne eta 


When You Feel A Pain 
ip MID-TERMS. .. 
TS OL. | 
PALACE 


QoRUGS 


Phone 2-2321 AOL Alyarade’ St. 


El] Yanqui 


dear 
editor 


Dear Editor: 

I have always wanted to write 
paper. While’ 
the. ads 


I came across 


something for a 


glancing through want 
of a local paper, 


to submit 


El 


opportunities 


the 


two 


something to Yanqul. 


Number one: 

Brides, wedding gowns, 

veils available at (local dress 

Also 
(also grooms? Ed.) 


bridal 
communion veils. 


shop). 


Number two: 


Wanted: teachers who don’t 
usually awnswer advertis- 
m entSee es 


(Do you ever get an ‘awnswer’ 
from a teacher? Ed.) 
Will these two finds get prin- 
ted? 
Signed, 
Hopeful 


(You bet they will. Ed.) 


Attention--- Alpha Gamma Sigma 


The Gavel 


_ by John Edmonds 


A major question concerning 
the student government  confer- 
ences is: What is gained by 


holding these conferences? 

(A) The delegates gain: 

(1) A better knowledge of par- 
Most 
offer a course, in parliamentary 
body of- 


give. 


liamentary law. colleges 


the student 
These 


students 


law for 


ficers. conferences 


the a chance to use 


what they have learned, and a 


chance to strengthen their know- 


ledge. 
(2) The delegate meets student 
officers from other schools, and 
improves his _ knowledge of how 
to make friends. 

(B) The schools represented gain 
also: : 
(1) 


discuss 


Schools and 


problems, 


get together 
and attempt 
to find solutions. 

(2) Better relations between ri- 
val 


delegates 


schools are ‘established by 


making friends with 


each other. 


and Music Federation cake sale 


cleared $17.61 towards the Korean Orphanage Soap Drive. Committee 
heads Vema Williams and Kaca Granville are arranging for the pur- 


chase of the soap. 


~~ 


one 


y 
fh) 


Campus 
Quotes 


& Eirhare Eller 


LONESOME HEROES? WHY... 


following is an _ excerpt 
from a recent editorial in the 
Wildcat, Chico State College 
paper. It struck home when we 


The 


read it, and we thought you 
might feel the same... 
‘‘when a fellow’ leaves his 


home town under the sponsor 
of the United States gov- 
ernment, he automatically be- 
comes a hero. A uniform always 
enhances prestige. Whether he 
enlisted or was called by the 


ship 


draft, his friends idolize him. 
But idols are lonesome. 

Friends brag’ about his pro- 
gress, his last scoring at tar- 


get practice perhaps. They tire- 
lessly write each other about 
how terrible it is that he will 
have only two months training 
before he is sent into battle. 
But their letters to him give 
him none of the encouragement 
he needs. 

After the first month away 
from home most of the sense of 
being alone has yielded to his 
acceptance of new friends. Only 
occasionally does the  well-ad- 
justed serviceman resort to rem- 
iniscing about his home _ town 
and old friends. But the right 
kind of letters from back home 
help to ease the strain a 
little... 3 

...Ehe morale of these boys 
depends on how often you drop 
them a friendly line. Ours is a 
psychological war. To win it 
we’ve got to keep our. boys 
happy, and they won't be happy 
if they’re lonesome.’’ 

We’d just like to add that if 
any of you have addresses of 


former MPC boys now in_ the 
service, we’d be glad to print 
them in the El Yanqui so that 
other Students might write 
them... Just contact any menr 
ber of the staff, or Mr. Huden... 


REAL -NERVOUS! 
Bop jokes, a craze _ fostered 
by Red Blanchard, the “real 
nervous’? MC of KCBS’ Red 
Blanchard Show aired Monday 
thru Friday at 9:30 PM, have 


really gone all out these past 
few weeks around MPC... New- 
est one we’ve heard comes from 
the Bakersfield College sheet, 


the Renegade Rip, as follows... 


Two bopsters were driving a 
car through the Lineoln Tumnel 
between New York and New Jer- 
sey for the first time. One 
gazed in wonder at the miles 
of gleaming white tile on both 
Sides and the roof of the tun- 
nel, then nudged _ his_ partner 
and said, ‘‘Man, dig this crazy 
washroom!”’ 

Real Zorch... 


RAMBLINGS 
so hellish... Well, 


now---almost 


Not Easter 


long gone 

weeks, but the 
Oneee has to, 
till school’s out in June. Lots 
of this 
Easter... kids coming down from 
Piedmont high 
schools swarmed over the local 
all 
powers that be over at the Ar- 
tist?s haven say that Hell-Week 


hellish 


is two 


memory lingers 


no more vacations 


action around Carmel 


and Berkeley 


sand dunes week long—-- 


wasn’t nearly as 
usual tho... 


Controversy... Nice thing about 


college is the way everybody - 


as 
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Cosmo 


Corner| 
by kaca eranville 


The Foreign Student plays an im- 
portant role in the development of 
our college. He not only ties the 
students closer to foreign coun- 
tries that they only knew from geo- 
graphy books, but he carries the 
name of our college into other 
schools and other countries. 

The Monterey Peninsula College | ~ 
isknown for having one of the long- 


est lists of foreign students of |._ 


any 


junior college. Among the 


gp 


latest additions to that list this 


semester is Esmail Rakhshani, a 
young Persian. His brother is 
teaching in the Army Language 
School. (This school 


reason that our school attracts so 


is another 


many foreign students.) He is a 
dark quiet fellow who doesn’t say 
much. He has many clearcut opin- 
ions about America and Monterey, 
but he doesn’t usually express 
them. It was quite a job for this 
interviewer to get any statements 
out of him. 

Essie, as he is called, is very 
happy here at MPC, and likes the 
peninsula very much, he Says. 
(We wonder what foreign students 
expect us to do to them if they 
should happen to say they don’t 
like the vicinity---) 

He is a campetent skier, swim- 
mer, and enjoys many sports. In 
the few months that he has been 
here, his English has improved 
rapidly, and he has acquired many 
friends. 


International Club 


Monday noon the International 
Club held a meeting. The guest 
speaker was Dr. Calvin Flint. He 
spoke about Monterey Peninsula 
College’s policies towards foreign 


students. 


Army Language School 
A of MPC 
people appeared at the ALS Fes- 


surprising number 


tival last Friday. Among those =, 
present were Mr. Cope, Dr. Flint, 
Susan ~lino, Boris Jordan, Oyar 
Esmail Rakhshani, and 


Kaca Granville. 


Kratins, 


about every- 


has an opinion 


thing... Heard a bunch of kids 


on the bus the other afternoon, 


whiling away a usually mon- 
otonous two hour ride to Santa 
Cruz... arguing heatedly over 


the usefulness of our new Sta- 


tion wagon and_= recently in- 
stalled T-V set... wondering if 
something else shouldn’t have 


had priority... Interesting ques- 


tion, n’est-ce pas? 


_— 


—_- 


i ow! 


improving all 


the. 


WHICH WAY’S THE BREAK?--- Del Monte’s greens are rough. Least 
that’s the impression Ralph Westover has as he lines up a 10-footer. 
Looking on is Lobo coach, Tom Saake. 


Linksters Meet Monterey 


Marin Tars 


by Tom Enea 


The Lobos showed 


its 


golf team 


despite loss to- 
The Lobos 


improvement 


talents 
Menlo. 
much 

straight drives and wedge 
and Coach Saake 
should be up 


their next meet with 


powerful 
showed in 
their 

shots, said 


they to par for 


Marin Col- 
lege. 

Monday one of the team’s top 
matches of the year is on tap. 
The | 


California, 


team travels to Fairfax, 


where they 


Meadow Country Club 
The 


evenly matched and a fine ex- 


Marin at 


at 1 o’clock. are 


teams 
hibition is expected. 

The present standings of the team 
are: No. 1, Tom Hurff; No. 2, Art 
No. 3, Stan Pelz; No. 4, 
John Traulsen; No. 5, Ralph West- 


Cano; 


- over. 


laftTeam! 


The Lobos cindermen are traveling 
this afternoon to Taft JC where 
they will compete in a dual meet. 
Coach Borden is expecting great 
results from members of his track 
team, because of hard hours of 
running and exercising and parti- 
cipating in their drills. He feels 
that the boys are in fine shape 
and are anxious and ready for this 
one. 

From casual observation we find 
the team to be in fine spirit and 
the 


time. We are 


looking forward to all future meets. 


Coach Borden stated in a recent 


interview that this team could 


really go far if it had more depth 


in the various events. 


MONTEREY GOLF 
TEAM LOSES 12-3 


Monterey Peninsula College’s 
golf team fell before the fa- 
vored Menlo Oaks Friday. 


Menlo’s Gene Brehaut took 


medalist honors when he car- 


over Tot OD 


ded a 
Del Monte layout. 


two par 


Dumped 


Twice 


Monterey Peninsula College’s 


bid for its second straight 
league crown was severely jol- 
ted April 11, as _ Hartnell 


drubbed the Lobos twice, 25-5 
and 9-7, | 

The Panthers pounded Lobo 
ace Gary Chiids for 17 hits, in- 
cluding two homers by Jack 


Brooks and one by Ray Shields. 
take on- 


In the nightcap, the Lobos 
blew a 7-4 lead in the sixth 
inning when Hartnell pushed 
over five runs on four hits, an 
error and a walk. 


Dennis Magnuson, converted 
catcher, received the loss in 
the finale. 


More trouble is awaiting Mon- 
terey tomorrow when the locals 


travel to Pittsburg to play 
Contra Costa. 
Line Scores 
R. H. E. 


lst Game--- MPC 021 0010015 126 
Hart. 004 933 33x25 17 1 
2nd Game--- MPC 000 061 0-- 5 YW 3 
Hart. 202005 x 9 6 2 


NETSTERS ROUT 
VIKINGS 7-0 
IN EASY VICTORY 


Don Peter’s classy net squad 
continued on its merry way 
Saturday by blanking the East 
Contra Costa Vikings, 7-0. 
George Cornford, Lobo top man, 
led the rout by breezing through 
a 6-2, 3-6, 6-2 win over Lee Wal- 


lis. 

Gertrude Beall, former ninth ranked 
girls player, proved again that 
tennis isn’t just a man’s game. 
She drubbed Viking Bart Bisio, 
6-0, 6-4. 

Results: 


SINGLES- Cornford (MPC) def. 
;Wallis, 6-2, 3-6, 6-2; Mortenson 
(MPC) def. Gonzales, 6-2, 6-4; 
Beall (MPC) def. Bisio, 6-0, 6-4; 
Woodward (MPC) def. Ascatigno, 
6-3, G1, and Hill (MPC) def. 
Hayden 6-3, 6-2. 

DOUBLES-_ Mortenson-Woodward 
(MPC) def. Wallis-Gonzales, 6-2, 
3-6, 6-1; and Cornford-Beall (MPC) 
def. Bisio-Ascatigno, 6-0, 6-1. 


‘THE 


El Yanqui 


by Al Peiron 


SPORTS 
VINE 


Somebody came up to us the 
other day and asked what we 
thought the Lobos’ chance 
would be of winning their 
second consecutive baseball 
title now that the brilliant Law- 
rence Segovia is no _ longer 
around. | 

It doesn’t take a Will Connolly 
or Prescott Sullivan to figure 
that out. The loss of Segovia, 
in this writer’s estimation, vir- 
tually has ruined any and all 
aspirations the Lobos might 
have had to make it two straight. 
College Ball Different 


College basehall, to all 


tents and purposes, is not the 


in- 


least bit like professional 
baseball. The reason is ob- 
vious. In college, one indi- 


vidual very easily is the dif- 


ference between two teams. 
Not ‘so in the _ play-for-pay 
ranks. 


Not convinced? Okay, for an 
example take two schools, let’s 
say Southern Tech and Nor- 
thern State. Both teams are 
even in hitting and fielding. 


Tech might possibly have an_ 


edge in reserve strength. But 
Northern State’ smothers Tech, 
15-0. Why? 
State happened to have a big 
goon who very seldom pitches 
anything worse than a three or 
four hitter. 

Segovia was the difference 
with Monterey. If he didn’t win 
a game with his bat, he won it 


Simply because 


with his arm. You can’t find 
‘suys like that just any old 
where. Trouble is, now it’s a 
little too late to start looking 
for a successor to the colorful 


Segovia. 


Allumni Note 


show 


Reports from UCLA 
that Terrill Moss, former foot- 
ball and track star at MPC, 
.doing jim-dandy at the latter 
sport. Moss placed third in the 
440 yard run for the Uclans 
California _ several 
weeks ago. He finished 13 
yards behind Cal’s Don Timmer- 
man, who took the blue ribbon 
in the swell time of 48.3. Ter- 
ril entered UCLA in January. 


against 


Lobo Batting Averages: 
AB H PCT, 


Hurff 3 2 .667 
Johnson’ 10 4 .400 
Daniels 31 11°, 395 
Simms 19 Ser cOS 


Melton 4 1-250 
Magnuson 21 552238 
Bevilacqua 26 rey werAc el 
Rodrigue z 32 7 .219 
Enea 22 4 ,181 
Bowen 30 5 oy 
Kennedy: 31 be Wee Cop! 
Campbell 19 = ama Sy 
Childs 12 1 .083 
Crivello 3 0 .000 
DuBrau | 3 0 .000 
Curtz 1 0 .000 


Pitching 


Childs 1 6 .142 
Magnuson 0.4 2 .000 
Segovia* 0 2 .000 
Hurff 0 0 .000: 
Melton ‘ 0 0 ,000. 


* No longer withteam. 


start of the campaign, 


Monterey’s 


once-proud Lo bos 
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- Lobos- Marin Tars Collide Tomorrow 


Monterey Seeks Ist League © 
Victory At Local Diamond 


66 99 
face a do-or-die’’ ordeal 


tomorrow when the Marin Tars come to town. 


With four games played and four remaining, 


find themselves in the 


the Lobos 


cellar looking up at the rest of 


the pack. Monterey already has been handed twin defeats 


by Hartnell and East Contra 


Costa, losing 25-5 and 9-7 


to the Panthers and 9-3, 8-7 to the - Vikings. 


Jim Tidwell’s crew must win 
at least one of the two games 
tomorrow if they hope to climb 
out of the league basement. 

Hitting 
have not blossomed out as ex- 
pected either. Bill 
the only regular on the _ club 
hitting with any consistency. 
The veteran outfielder is clout- 
ing the ball .oD0 
“Old reliable’ has driven out 
eleven safeties, 
doubles a pair 


and pitching prowess 


Daniels is 


at a clip. 
including three 
and of home 
runs, 

Dennis Magnuson, hard-hitting 
pitcher-catcher, has never been 
top since’ the 
and his 


in condition 


hitting has fallen off. Magnuson 
is hitting only .238. Two other 
disappointments have been 
Vince Bevilacqua 
nea. Bevilacqua has been held 


y+ 3 | _average while Enea 


and Tom 


to a 


MPC Golf 


is hitting .181. The club aver- 
age is .217. 

Lobo front-line _—ihurler 
Childs has been charged with 
six defeats while garnering a 
‘sole victory. Poor support, 
however, has betrayed the slen- 
der righthander. 

Tomorrow’s Marin-MPC_ double- 
header will be played at the 
Monterey ball park. The opener 
will get under way at 12, 


Gary 


The batting lineup: 
Ben Rodriquez, 2B 
Tom Enea, CF 
Vince Bevilacqua, 1B 
Dennis Magnuson, C 
LF 
RF 


3B 


Bill Daniels, 
Fred Simms, 
Bill Kennedy, 

ss 


Gary Childs, P 


Mel Bowen, 


Tom Hurff, P 


Coach 


a 


Ve 


. a 


Be 


© Regie Mteda mito itn rae ne A ‘ 


TOM SAAKE--- Lobo head man is looking toward a good season. 


4 


Last year Monterey finished second in league standings. 


= 
a 


Two Lobo fairway aces, John Traulsen and Tom Hurff, number four 


and first men respectively, get in some putting practice on Del Mon- 
te’s greens. Here Traulsen attempts to sink a tough putt while Hurff 


looks on as the ball nears the hole. 
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arnival Big Success 


ra 


‘Took pretty, now.’’ Jim Love 
snaps Chuck Bennett and Dick Du- 
Brau in the photo booth. 
And more pennies! The AGS coffers fill up as more students try their 
; | luck, 
“Get your tickets here!’’ Latecomers line up and contribute their bit 
at the door. 
| ‘‘Come on now, cough it up.’’ Ron 
: | 3 Sherriffs extracts five cents from 
Mel Bowen at the AGS booth. 
et | a Bingo! Jeannie Larson calls out the numbers as Mickey McFail and 
| { ; 3 Attest : Allene Knight look on, doing their bit for AWS, _ 
Ss _. “The Line-up!’ No, this isn’t Police Headquarters, just MPC students | “‘Spiat!’? Dr. Flint takes a soggy ee 
and guests lined up to toss pennies at the AGS booth. one right in the face 
| 
oo = 
| 
| 
Mrs. Marshall, dean of women, es - Te ig 
keeps a protective eye on the “eas Renee cence : REST IL 
psed a ‘And now, the food. Exhausted from touring the booths, guests relax 
and eat their fill, courtesy of AWS. 
a es WE GIVE S & H GREEN STAMPS | § 


-Winturop 
TOMAHAWK 


GENUINE MOCCASIN 


‘and Chuck Bennett display their prowess. 
Ne Ea a ee as By 


The cause of it all, our new stationwagon, is inspected by Mr. Smith, 
Margaret Fredricksen,,and Mrs. Marshall. ! 


Ba | her ‘-pey Deadeye!’’ Mary Bowman watches while Jack Todd, Tom Haine | 


Color-— Black, also browne 


ae SS 


Your ‘‘afcer hours’ call for ease and 


comfort. Here’s the “tops”... plus casual 


. 


good looks and a value bonus. 


UA NG ay RS NAME SHOES 


:) Aiveradn . Use your HOLMAN’S charge account 


DVOVP V LPO ELD VLD LEV LP VAP LP OLD LD 


at 
> 
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UNDEFEATED NETSTERS VIE AGAINS 


yn ROG ES eNOS 


aD ome 


i ah a Ta | 


ty swith! 


ee aie Sa SS Re i ne an as ae 
<a 6 or dee ce pee 


El Yanqui 


The 1953 version of the MPC tennis team is shown above. Left to right, are the Coach Dr. 


Donald Peters, John Mortenson, 
are Leo De Donato, Al Bill, Jack Todd and Russel Rooks. 


Coach Dr. Peters-- has been do- 
ing a great job of coaching the 
tennis squad into triumph. 


Number | 1, Bob Cornford--- Dr. 
Peters’ selection as the best man 
on the team. 


Ron Shipton and Jerry Colman are on the starting blocks to 
run a time trial. 


Athletes of the Week 


PETER CUTINO 
“That boy is a natural swim- 
mer’’, says Coack Frank Young of 
15 year old freshman Peter Cutino.’ 


Everything For 
The Sportsman 


490 Alvarado St. 
Telephone 2-0488 


ME=RASMUSSEN & MOODY 


Bob Woodward, George Comford, and Gertrude Beall. Not shown 


John Mortenson-- An ex-MUHS 
star, iS now scoring wins for the 
Lobos. 


the Lobo 
make a pleasant 
trip to San Luis Obispo for 
a match with the Cal Poly 


Tomorrow tennis 


team iwill 


JV’s. Next Tuesday the Lo- 
bos will travel to face the 
San Jose Freshmen, and on 


Thursday they will meet the 


Santa Clara Frosh team, there. 


Campus capers call for Coke 


In the Spring, young folks’ fancy 
lightly turns and turns and turns. 


Right now—refreshment’s in order. 


They'll have a Coke. 


So ae 


‘The first woman to partici- 
pate in intercollegiate ath- 
letics at MPC is Gertrude Beall, 
shown above. Gertrude, the fe- 
male flash, has been a highly 
controversial figure in sports 


this season, 


who plays a whale of a tennis 


game. 


oe ag Ss 
fe 
a 


Track Coach Don Borden is 
all set to fire the gun to 
start a race. Note the stop- 
watch in his hand 


a iscus. 


CAL POLY IVS THERE, TOMORROW 


Using the back-hand and forehand 
strokes with deadly efficiency, 
the Lobo netmen, coached, by Don 
Peters, came through in fine style 
these past weeks by first dumping 
the College Of Sequoias on the 
30th of March, and then smashing 
past Hartnell of Salinas last Sat- 
urday . 

Against Hartnell, MPC employed 
the tactics of one of the courts’ 
greatest players, namely Bobby 
Riggs, and used defense as a 


backdrop to victory; the whole 


team reaching its zenith since 
the season began. Cornford, Mor- 
tensen, and Woodward played out- 
their 


standing games and won 


matches without much effort, but 
Gertrude Beall had a somewhat 
difficult time disposing of tradi- 
tion and never did play. It seems 
that in this modern day there are 
some things a girl just doesn’t do 
and one of them is she doesn’t 
play against men, especially in 
college competition. MPC did come 
through with a victory by an over- 
whelming 6-1 score. 

The match against the College of 
Sequoias was somewhat the same 
story as against Hartnell, that is, 
MPC won, but the team hadn’t yet 
reached the peak it would reach 
against Hartnell. Played during 
Easter vacation with great sacri- 
fice to the players, the spirit of 
the team wasn’t as it should be 
and the final score was 6-3. 

As Coach Peters would -say, 
‘matches that are played like the 


one played against Sequoias don’t 


improve the hair on my head.”’ 


4 
te 


Bill 


“Cunningham throws. the 


REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


BOTTLED UNDER AUTHORITY OF THE COCA-COLA COMPANY BY 


Menterey coca-cOLA BOTTLING COMPANY 
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place 


‘tection last night when the doors 
were bolted lay draped over a) 
hard, wooden bench in the dimly- | 


other 


‘E] Yanqui 


The Savior and the Damned 


a short 


It was spring in Chamonix-—-the 


beginning of the climbing season.|; 
In the half-light of the dawn, thel| 


solid mass of Mont Blanc rose 


above the _ story-book 


tects its subjects. The glittering 


anew on her summit ridge sparkled} 


- like “diamonds in a platinum crown. 
sur-| The American was cooped up in 


She was queen of Europe, 
rounded by her grandiose court: 
the Pennine Alps. 

As the sun loomed over the Ai- 
Glandon 
was sweeping the sidewalks in 
front of his bar. 


guille Verte, Georges 
The sun rose 
higher in the eastern sky. Before 
its rays had penetrated the plaza, 
Georges was open for business 


(as usual). 


Chamonix, a few miles south of | 
1, Only 


Lake Geneve, is located on the 


border of France, Italy and Swit- | 
zerland, high in the French Alps. | 
This makes it a handy jumping-off! 


neers who swarm over Europe 
each summer, (also a handy 


the 


peaks 


place for not-so-athletic 
pleasure-seekers who swarm over 

Europe’s bars each summer). 

As Georges opened the doors, 
five local guides made the daily 
**to line their stomachs 
so the altitude would not. bother 


them on the climb’. 


pilgrimage 


However, they were not Georges’ 


‘first customers of the day. A young 


American who had escaped de-! 


lit corner. With the stomp of heavy| 
| 
boots serving as ‘an alarm, the 


blond, muscular youth opened ae 


clouded blue eyes. 


‘‘What’s the matter? Don’t you 


Frenchmen remember me? No. You| 
don’t even remember Charlie riding 


through your villages or Arnie and’ 
| the twinkling of distant lights in '| 


his bazooka, do you? You forget 


lin. Yeah. For what? We were your 
heroes then---as long as our candy} | 
and cigarettes lasted. Well, I’m 
out of cigs now, so I’m not your 


full 


| 


hero any longer, am I? But I’m 
of your stinking wine. Yes, very 
full.’’ 

The dumb- 


founded. No one ‘answered fecal 


assemblage was 


‘|| Tive 


cept a porter who had accompan-|| | 


ied them to the bar. ly | 
| slowly. There he wws, a lone fig-}, 


“Oh pay no mind,’’ exclaimed, 
the 
‘the 


Fernand, youngest of the 


group, 
ways like that. You saw it after 


Americans are al- 


the war and you see it now. They 
take our women and our wine, Se 
they do not know how to enjoy, 
either. And now they try to take 
our mountains. But it will be the |: 
will | 


way-—-the mountains 


‘take them, you'll see.’’ 

Tt seems young Fernand should 
not be so philosophic about wine, 
women and mountains until he has 
partaken some of each,’’ wittily) || 
‘whispered old Robert. These wise 
words brought a round of laughter, i} 


much to the embarrassment of Fer- 
nand, who feigned anger to hide! 
this emotion. Then they heard the 


American mutter: 


village, | 
' guarding it as the monarch pro-| hotel room after a night out. Well, 

don’t | ;whichis perched on an outcropping 
I worry. I’1l show you. I'll s how all | 


| of you what a man is like.”’ 


for the countless mountain- 
»s||was not stupid. He would first 


we chased the Krauts back to Ben the cattle sheds and hotels below 


| him. 


||) stupidity and -provincial ignorance 


| chalets 


story by 


you're thinking. You say I don’t'| loved and to be climbed. 


shave the guts to get back to my 


maybe you're right. But 


of rock at 3161 meters. He stum- 
bled inside and crumpled up on 
one of the cots along the wall. The 


his hotel room for the next three! | eeper of the hut, a kindly old ex-. 


days, assembling the necessary |ljguide, now too ancient to scale 


climbing gear. There were kar- || [the peaks himself, helped him off 


‘abiners to check, pitons to arrange||with his pack and poured him a 


and rope to unkink and recoil. The |jcup of tea, sweet and strong. 


ice axe needed sharpening and the || But the two men were not alone 


boots waxing; the crampons needed |hin the chalet; he felt the fixed 


‘new laces. The provisions had to | |stares of ones he could not yet 


be chosen and packed. He spent ||see, When his eyes became accus- 


seemingly endless hours of weigh- 


ing, 


tomed to the dark, he saw three 


eliminating and reweighing+||mountaineers: two Englishmen and 


the most necessary items 


their Swiss-French guide. 


found their way inside the alpine |} After drinking his tea and eating 


rucksack. the soup and bread offered him by 


He hastened these preliminary 


the keeper, the American prepared 


jobs, but though he was rash, he ||, go-to bed, for at that altitude 


fatigue is fatal. 


have to wait for good weather, then | ae olimhere -andathe guide aoe 


| | 
lhe would show these peasants how}! ¥yicnering about their new arrival. 


to climb a mountain. ‘Who is he? He certainly isn’t a 


At last, on the evening of the||Frenchman.’’ 


_third day, the weather showed|]| ‘Where is he from?”’ 
signs of breaking. the next morn- | ‘Travelling alone is against all 
ing, long before sunrise, he setjithe rules of mountaineering; he 


out on the trail that led tothe base]| must be a German.’’ 


of Mont Blanc itself. 
Across the black, singing waters} 


**No, he looks like an American,”’ 
in hushed 


"Notice the G.I. trousers.’’ 


observed a_ Britisher 


of the Arve, the young aoe tones; 


groped his way. The light of the’! The tallest of the two English- 


waning crescent moon, which was|men strode over to the bunk, where 


enough to keép one from running|the American. lay with his eyes 


into the larger boulders and trees, |jopen. 
| 


would last. until the sun rose. | ‘I say, it’s a bitdangerous climb- 


Before he felt the warming rays ||ing alone this time of year; how 


of the great globe, he was out of |lwould you like to join our party?”’ 


the forest. His strong, blond fig- || No answer. 


ee 
ure was silouhetted against the] ‘‘Which route are you taking to 
the top, or do you plan to stop at 


the Dome du Gouter?’’ 


lighter gray of the upper peaks. He 
was resting now. It was still dark 
No answer. 

**Confound it 


lin the valley, but his eyes spotted 


man, can’t you 
speak the language?’’ 
This brought 


sponse from the sullen mountain- 


an 
**Ha,’’ he mused cynically to him- 

| self, 
are fooled by that scene. It looks} 
like a Christmas card from the out-||one else’s. And by God, I'll reach 


“I wonder how many people] €et- 


**] don’t need your help or any- 


side, but. how many can see the the top before you get to the An- 


cienne Cabane.’’ 


of those grubbing peasants _who “Very well, my friend,’’ drawled 


reset 


inside those ‘picture sque | 


| PP ed 


will watch you through my long 


glass.’’ 


: “Then ~ watch!”? 
‘ure plodding up the snowy slopes/!blonde stalwart, 
lof the highest mountain in all 


| form all of your French brothers: 
Europe. 

She rose above him, endlessly, 
stretching skyward. He could see 
lher, but he couldn’t quite under- 
stand her. Now she was a firey | 


}'torch, commanding the world below 
bo atiae cand. behold. ‘‘Now she 
was a sullen monster,’’ he thought 
‘fearing her hoary head haughtily 


Two days of hard climbing passed. 


exploded the 


@¢ . 
sO yOu can in- 


lof my success. Watch until your 
goddam eyes pop out of your head.’’ 
| With these words he rolled over 


and went to sleep. 


The sun rose amid a sky of Hie. 


t tinted the long wisps of clouds 
over Monte Rosa a bewitching tone 
of pink. By this time the American 
was high on the upper slopes. 

The Englishmen, their guide and 
{Jean Chambre sipped tea and dis- 
outshining anything, jcussed the silent departure of the 
and even thejlone climber. They could not spot 


i G ° ° 9 
above her mortal inferiors.’ 


Now 
she was the evening star in a deep 
blue sky, 
anything on earth, 
‘sun itself. Now she wws a god-him yet, though there was not a 
dess, running away, yet beckoning trace of mist, because of a snowy 
you onward with her milk-white ‘shoulder hanging over the hut and 
hands; now she was as human as protecting it from the cold winds 


| your mother’s arms. She was there, of the summit. This blocked their 


‘ithe red sunrise mean a storm for 


Kurt von Meier 


*‘That’s all right, I know what | Ito be climbed. To be feared, to be 


Near sunset he drew up to the 


ouveau Chalet de Tete Rousse, 
i 


immediate re- 


Jean Chambre, the hut keeper, “‘I | 


eS : ee | Page 2 
view of all but the highest crags. |!slashed at the figure on- the 
‘He was a fool to try it. The |\ridge, the first thing it hit. But 

wisps of clouds in the east and||he kept on--he had to. Each 


step he took cleansed his soul. 
This time he wouldn’t turn back 
on Mike and Arnie. This 
he’d stick with them to the end. 
Who the hell did those peasants 


The 


there brewing this one up.’’ 


sure. Devil himself is over 


time 

It was Old Jean talking. He knew 
the mountains as well, if not bet- 
iter, than anyone else in the Pro- 


think they were, calling him a 


vinces. coward. Besides, how did they 
‘Many men have climbed her,’’ ||know? The Chaplain must have 
the Britisher’s guide came in, “‘but ||told them. Yes, the Chaplain 


none without her personal consent. 
For a well-equipped party, in good 
weather and with a good guide and 


had come fo see him after they 
came back from that patrol---that 
he came back 
patrol. Well, he’d 
Sure, he didn’t stick with 


|ise~after from 


a little luck, the ascent is nothing. |/ that show 


But for one man, and an American || them. 


at that, to try to scale this ‘Majes- them to the finish, so what? 

tic Queen of the Alps’ alone is This time it was. different 
pure foolishness. Taking into ac- though. 

‘count that he has no more equip- | \ He hammered in an ice piton. 


skin on his fingers hung 


The 
soggy with blood 


The 


in shreads. 


ment than he can carry on his 


back, it is suicide. But the crazy gloves were 


American climbs on.’’ and sweat-—- 


The young American toiled on- ||but he wasn’t a cowafd. Once 
top, the 


would see he wasn’t a coward 


weed upward— higher-- steeper—|/on the whole world 


colder- still higher-- harder-- 

slower colder— higher yet. After | He fought his way upward, al- 
Itwo hours of climbing he reached ||ways upward. Steeper-—colder-— 
the rocky ridge. He pounded in the | {harder and higher. 

knifedike piton and ran his rope || Three hundred steps later he 
through the karabiner. It cut his||collapsed in the snow. He 
fingers, but he didn’t feel it. ‘was beaten. The storm and the 
The wind came up. It shrieked ||mountain had beaten him. The 
and howled. It tore at his clothing; ||Devil had claimed his soul; he 
‘it ripped at his footholds as if it ||had not proven himself. 

lwere trying to push him over the |} But as he prepared to fix a 
edge. It chilled the marrow of his |;/rope for the descent, the chill 
bones. But worst of all was the || winds ripped the clouds. apart. 


sun. Its blinding rays pierced his || There, scarcely fifty yards away 
was the top. The slope had al- 
off, but 


he had been too tired to notice 


‘smoked glasses. He was in a 


ready begun to level 


\dream—surrounded by mirrors and 


countless thousand-watt lamps. 
/ : 

‘The violent light hurt his eyes, 
his brain. It hut him deep. The 


‘The dazzling brilliance of a mil- | 


it. With a last surge of energy 


'he fought his way. 


Down below, the fire played 


weird, (contorted shadows. over 


lion diamonds dazed him. 


| He climbed and he fought. Then the pine walls of the hut. Jean 


Chambre 
for the soup while the English- 


started melting cheese 


‘it was cooler; his head cleared 


‘and he could see. He stopped for 


‘a brief rest, and surveyed the ab a bas over the telescope. 
ara ipe Aue || Straining every musele, _ they 
yss aroun F 
“But no. This won’t do. I’ve got peered into the foggy mass a- 
to reach the top. Lord! What ail ae them. . a 
'tHallo! There he is! Yes, it's 


‘drop! Well, hell, it doesn’t make 


i ; f d 
any difference anyway, as long as him, and he’s only a few yards 


from the top.’’ 
“‘By George, I’d never thought 
he could make it.’’ 


you’re over a hundred feet.’’ 
At eye-level across the valley 


he could see the summit of the 


Ce ?? 
j!Aiguille Verte, with a _ few Here, let me see. 
a : ; ‘**Take heed, my English 
clouds starting to form on it. 
| i : friends. The bade is only half 
They were growing larger all cree 
ithe time. Then he looked up- eae. Here: 1OW». ie Cea ec ae 
ward, directly above his head, him. oj ea Me 
. : ; 
past the wall of blue ice. Now The old gut ri res Sencar 
. the delicate optical instrument. 


lhe knew why it was_ colder, 


SL ak I should never have 
‘why he could think. A swirling ee ow 


: : 3 let ou use it,’’ he cursed. 
mist hid the summit. He knew x , 
‘Now I can’t see out of my 
the storm was near. = 
: * : own glass. 
Despite this he climbed on. : 
: For a few minutes he pleaded 
Each step brought him closer ; ; 
: ? with the scope, swore at it, 
to his reward. If he were go- ; : 
; d ; ‘and adjusted it. However, he 
ing to make it at all, it would : \ 
A could see nothing above him. 
Ihave to be very soon, for vis- : : 
After rechecking the instrument 


ibility was already so_ limited 


it was still function- 
he concluded that 


to insure 


ing properly, 
the mist must have closed in up- 


lhe had to guess where he was 
putting his foot half the time. 


He fastened on his crampons 


tai ine But as 
and scaled the icy blue wall, orytne acu Bia ee - 
he prepared to turn away, 4 
then the steep traverse along ; ; - 
the ledge By cross-bracing him- quick movement caught his well 
. ; : ‘ . 
self, he surmounted the chim-— pass eee : 
ney. He’d show them this time. ee a bre aie ie 
; see him! No, wait. Now its 
'He’d beat the mountain. : homes 
| , clear. Where is he? This ts 
| Now he was higher than any- 2 ; 
thi ede Oo 4 he mEatCe ook Mont Blanc the glass is trained 
n n ° ~ e ° . 
: a4 % 1 hained || °@ isn’t it? That--is that him? 
the wind was no longer chaine Bora eng er) 
down. It had all of Europe over y , 
‘What are you talking about 
‘which to pick up speed after] 
| /man?”? 


the 


from Artic. It 


| starting 
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The Savior and the Damned 


‘Yes, I saw him too.’’ 
“Well, It’s 


probably just your imagination.’’ 


I don’t see him. 


But the hut-keeper and _ the 
other Englishman still claimed 
they saw him on the top, and 
they were right. 

He had made it. He _ had 
beaten the old Devil. But his 


shouts of victory were not only 
quelled by the frigid gale, but 
also by something inside him. 
“What good had it done?’’ he 


asked himself. ‘‘They can’t see 


me, Arnie can’t. Charlie can’t. 


Not one person can see me. 


Mike---the old mans---the 
The old man let 
said he’d 


watch—-but how can he see me 


mMan---not one. 


me down---y es---he 


through this? I’m not a coward, 
my witnesses? 
Where are they? Where? Where? 
The cold numbed his brain. He 
could no longer think of mount- 
think of. 


but where are 


ains. He could only 


war. The war. 

‘Sure, we beat the Krauts, but 
they won. Yeah, we ‘won’ the 
war, but they got Mike, and Ar- 
nie, and Charlie---got him through 
the head, 


enough, they shot him twice. 


one (‘Shot wasn’t 
‘‘What’s the use of fighting it 
Hell, 


be with my buddies 


any longer? I’m going to 
sooner or 
later anyway. What’s wrong with 
right now? This mountain didn’t 
give me much, but now I can 
look them in the eye.’’ 

And the storm has passed. The 
_Old Lady is quiet again. In a 
few days a searching party will 
abe organized. They will find his 
body, 


the granite boulders at the bot- 


and they will lift it from 


tom of the couloir. 
It will be the 


cuing detail al' 


* , 
the end 


easiest res- 


“saSoOne 


“And now I want to show you 


what I have on my mind,” said the 


professor as he erased the black- 
board.—Yale Record. 


English- 


Transparent 
Reflection 


Time weighs heavy 


With the heartbeats of a tremen- 
dous clock. 


Unwilling to look back 
Afraid to look forward 
We move 


Through the fog of routine 


Like retreating soldiers, 


Curiosity 


Twinkle twinkle little star 


How you wonder what we are 


Your wondering is nothing new 


We sometimes make us wonder, too. 


I wonder about the moon: 


If all that they say is true. 


Whose word is authority, I ask 
you? 


Who knows what she does up 
there 


While I sit here making rhymes...? 


I wonder about the moon, some- 
times, 


Spider 


Sitting in her chamber 


Spinning silken thread 


Hated by all women 


Every maiden’s dread, 


I really think they’re jealous 


None of them can spin 


As fine and white a silken thread: 
As Arachne’s kin. 


et ee, + es en ~. Oe  - S 


Conceit 


Just one letter, 


It stands for My name. 


Aside from myself 


There’s no one to blame. 


No one to place 
On that dusty old shelf 
No one to be 


Proud of 
Except 


Another of the cartoons done by Dom DiMare for the psychology class, | 
Since pages 7 and 8 are pages showing the creative talents of MPC 
students, we felt it was necessary to include some of the art work. 


El Yanqui 


POETRY 


There once was a governor named Adlai 
Who ran to be president madlai. 

He ran and he ran 
And he ran and he 
But he lost, most terribly sadlai. 


ran, 


eS 


There once was a doctor from Worcester 
Who claimed that he needed a borcester. 
When asked what was wrong, 

He replied with a song, 


In my head I’ve discovered a rorcester. 


ny 


There was a young lady from Prague 
Who hated to walk in the fague. 
Till heavy mists lifted 

To the city she. drifted, 


She said, ‘“‘It ain’t fit for a dague.”’ 


On looking through some work 
from a former semester, this poem 
by Louis Sanchez Jr. was found 
and thought worthy of being prin- 


ted, 


Thoughts may dwell upon the waves 
That burst upon the rocks, 

While I sit idle on the shore, 
What-“are these thoughts 

That dwell and linger? 

- Are they of terrible power, 

Of strong and endless patience, 
Or are they of a hundred things 
That cannot be described? 

Are these thoughts just cast aside 
With each fleeting instant? 

No! The thoughts surge again 


As the following wave swells behind 


the first. 
The waves bring to mind, 
Not just a lifeless mass of water, 
But a symphony of joy, 
The drumroll of unrest; 


Perhaps, the surging and receeding 
of a human life. 


Then thoughts change, 
As even the wave changes. 
The thought of patience lingers, 


Then the booming contact with the 
rocky shore. 


Sends plumes of foam against the 
sky. 


The thought changes in an instant 
To one of restless fury, 

Then again, to one of grace and ease. 
The waves surge on 

With rclling power 

While I sit transfixed with wonder. 
Then comes a lull, 

The waves seem pacified. 

My mind turns from this dreaming 
And, as I get up and start away, 
Why, I ask, all these thoughts 

Of symphonies, 

Of patience , 

Of fury and of mockeries? 

When all there was 


Was waves upon the rocks. 


Magnuson... 


The sneer is gone from Denny’s lips, his teeth are clenched in 
: hate. 


He pounds with cruel vengeance his bat upon the plate; 
And now the pitcher holds the ball, and nowhe lets it go, 


And now the air is shattered by the force of Denny’s blow. 


Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright, 
The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light, 
And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere children shout, 
But there is no joy in Monterey: For somebody Goofed! 

} 
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- HOMOR STUDENTS 


Forty six students taking 12 


Or more units including Phy- 
sical Education with a grade 
point 


average of 2.0 and a- 


bove, have earned _ scholastic 


fame and the to appear 
on the fall 195 2- 
1953, Monterey Peninsula Col- 
lege Honor Roll. Sixteen stu- 
highest awards 


right 


semester, 


dents took 
with a grade point average of 
B plus to A. Nine students 


were in the next highest cat- 


agory with grades approxima- 
ting B plus. The third high- 
est catagory was composed” 


of twenty two students whose 


grades averaged slightly 
better than B. 
The complete list of honor 


students follows: 


Grade Point Average 2.5 to 3.0 


Ewoldsen, Ernst - Monterey 
Galasso, Maurice - P.G, 
Head, Darlene - P.G. 


Hettich, Beverly - San Luis 


Obispo 


Holman, Zena - P.G. 


Klaus, Elizabeth - P.G. 


Lowery, Edna - Missouri 


Jane - Carmel 


David - 


Lowrey, 
McF adden, Wats. 


McPherson, Michael - Carmel 
San Diego 


P.G, 


Jane - 


Dorothy - 


Meiners, 
Schafer, 
Shirley - P.G. 
S.C. 


Shinaut, 
Sweet, Carol - 


_ Yamashita, Mary - Wats. 


Grade Point Average 2.3 to 2.49 


Ball, Frank - Wats. 
Brock, Jo Ann - Monterey 


Paik, Taihi - Korea 
Kenneth - Wats. 


P.G, 


Skillicorn, 


Jones, James - 


Grade Point Average 2.0 to 2.2 


Adams, Daniel - S.C. é 
Bailey, W. Frances - P.G. 
Bispo, Lorraine - S.C, 
Campbell, Audrey - Carmel 
Crivello, Marie - Monterey , 
Edmonds, John - Carmel 
Frobenius, Peter - Germany 
Garcia, Daniel - Monterey 
Guarrera, Leda - Italy 
Kavanaugh, Joseph - Annapolis, 
Maryland 
Kratins, Oyar - Monterey 
Lewis, Diane - Carmel 
Menees, Mary - Muskoga, 
Oklahoma 
Miller, James - Carmel 
Moss, Hugh’ T. - P.,G, 
Newmann, Gloria - Monterey 
Patel, Ramesh - Bombay, India 
Reinstedt, Marilyn - Monterey 
Sheriffs, Ronald - Wats, 
Tamayo, Priscila - Carmel 
Williams, Dan - Monterey 


Yamashiro, Akiro - Utah 
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